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That touched and stung thee with young blood and breath
When thou wast hard on death. Praise him, O all her cities and her crowns,
Her towers and thrones of towns; O noblest Brescia, scarred from foot to head
And breast-deep in the dead. Praise him from all the glories of thy graves
That yellow Mela laves With gentle and golden water, whose fair flood
Ran wider with thy blood: Praise him, 0 bom of that heroic breast,
O nursed thereat and blest, Verona, fairer than thy mother fair,
But not more brave to bear : Praise him, O Milan, whose imperial tread
Bruised once the German head; Whose might, by northern swords left desolate,
Set foot on fear and fate : Praise him, O long mute mouth of melodies,
Mantua, with louder keys, With mightier chords of music even than rolled
From the large harps of old, When thy sweet singer of golden throat and tongue,
Praising his tyrant, sung; Though now thou sing not as of other days,
Learn late a better praise. Not with the sick sweet lips of slaves that si
Praise thou no priest or king, No brow-bound laurel of discoloured leaf,
But him, the crownless chief*